‘Through the Eastern Window 101 


gists and psychologists will have it. Sometimes, his union suit may stick out 
from his kimono at neck, wrists and ankles like an imperfect chrysalis, but this 
hotch-potch of East and West does not affect his serenity. Indeed, it is doubtful 
whether he is aware of it. ‘The very fact that nothing can offend his eye, is 
perhaps one of the keys to his happiness. 


The Fox’s 
Wedding March' 


a Nakajima Sadao 
Sane 


Ai-mite no 
nochi no kokoro ni 
hurabureba 
mukashi wa mono o 
omowazarikeri. 
(“To what can 1 compare my thoughts since I have scen her? 
Before then I had no thoughts.”) 
From the Shika-zenyo 


T is raining sofily tonight, and the day I am now looking back upon was 
also under a dull and silent sky. ‘The rain stopped sometimes, but soon 
began to fall again—the kind of day we used to call kitsune no yomeiri, 

a day on which the foxes held their wedding processions. 

I was a small child still and was walking alone with dragging fect in my 
mother’s high rain-clogs slowly up a steep road, holding up a big and heavy 
paper umbrella. I felt like crying. Rain water hurried down ditches on both 
sides of the road and clouds hung low in the dull sky. But whenever I looked 
up, T saw the green oiled-paper of my big umbrelia which made the day Took 
dear and bright. 

‘Across the ditches high black walls extended on both sides. Sometimes 
I saw the well-shaped pine trees with graceful branches over the walls, but 
nothing could be seen of the mansions inside except a few roofs with black 
tiles. But inside one of the houses a young woman could be heard chanting 
to the sound of the koto (the Japanese harp). As I came near, 1 could catch 
the words: 


1, This essay, written by a Kyoto University student, was tovched up and recommended to us by Miss 
Mary MeCrimon, teacher of English composition at the University. 
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